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Claire sighed, looking around at the shabby interior of the tavern, wishing she could be anywhere else but 
stuck in this hellhole. The sight of the room did nothing to lift her spirits, nor did the knowledge that until the 
landlord returned she would be forced to serve the whims of the group of ruffians that were the only 
patrons. Having served them several jugs already, she knew that each trip to the table would bring another 
round of lewd comments and hard hands touching her in ways she didn't want to be touched. Hearing the loud 
coarse voices of the group near the stone hearth, she winced, reaching for a jug and filling it before the 


demand even came. 


"WENCH" 


Claire rolled her eyes as she stepped from behind the crude wooden bar, heading slowly toward the group of 
men. Stepping close enough to reach out and set the jug on the table, she twisted her body in a vain attempt 
to escape the groping hands. 


She wasn't quite quick enough, feeling an arm snake about her waist and pulling her down on the lap of one of 


the men, the one the others seemed to look to as their leader. 


"Yer a pretty lass," he breathed into her face, "I'm thinking you could be keeping me warm tonight. What could 
| do to get you warm and willing in my bed?" He leaned forward, closing in on her face and trying to catch her 
lips. Claire pulled back, ducking her head to get away from his rank breath and the stench of his body and 
clothes, trying to pull away without angering him. 


"Ah no sir, I'm afraid that it is forbidden to fraternize with the customers!" 


As Claire tried to stand up, his arm tightened and pulled her back down on his lap, bringing her arse into 
contact with his hard cock. Holding her tightly, he ground slowly up against her, making sure she felt his 
hardness. "Ah but lass, can you not feel how much | like you? Am | not hard and strong enough to please 
you?" His followers shouting with amusement, watching him as he ran his fingers through her hair, twining the 
long strands around his fingers and jerking her head back, moving his mouth against her cheek and licking it 
slowly. 


Claire shuddered, no longer caring if she angered him as she twisted in his lap, trying to get away from his 
hands and even more from the rough tongue that was now licking her ear. The other men around the table 
had grown quiet, breathing deeply and watching their leader with heated eyes, their own lust fueled by the 
struggle before them. Keeping one arm firmly about her waist, he reached around with his other hand and 
grabbed her breast, squeezing and releasing it roughly. 


| think you do want me, wench, mayhap you just like a man who takes what he wants instead of waiting for it 
to be offered." His low growl caused a shudder through her slender frame, the heat of his breath leaving her 


skin moist. 


Claire had frozen when his hand had touched her breast, but his words brought her to life again, now twisting 
violently in his grasp. Kicking his legs as hard as she could, she reached blindly for the jug she had just placed 
on the table, grabbing and swinging backwards to hit him hard in the face. Roaring, he let her go, standing up 
and dumping her to the floor, holding his nose as blood gushed through his fingers. "YOU CUNT! WHORE!" He 
reached for her, grabbing blindly though the tears of pain that clouded his vision, as Claire scrambled back 
away from him, trying to gain her feet to flee. She turned and got her feet under her, standing and ready to 
charge for the door, gaining only one step before his fingers tangled in her hair and brought her crashing back 


into him. 


Twisting her hair tighter around his hand, he forced her closer to him, holding her in place as he tenderly 
touched his nose. "Well wench," he breathed into her ear. "I like my women with a bit of fight to them. l'm 


going to enjoy making you scream." The other men were no longer quiet, hooting and laughing at the blood on 


their leader's face, and the fact that this timid looking wench had gotten the best of him, even for the 
briefest of moments. He turned his head to snarl at them, growing angrier at the jeering taunts and the 
offers of help "taming the shrew". Turning back to the now very frightened girl, he leaned in and licked the side 
of her neck, then sank his teeth deep as she screamed and struggled against the grip of his fingers in her 


hair. 


"Sir..n.n.n.o, please | beg your forgiveness, please do not hurt me.." Claire shuddered as his mouth moved over 
her cheek, his hand forcing her head to turn towards him. His mouth closed over hers, shoving his tongue past 
her lips, grinding his mouth hard against hers. Claire gagged, the taste of his mouth, his fetid breath and the 
revulsion she felt making her feel as if she was going to throw up, trying to struggle as his other arm 
reached down and gathered her skirt, pulling it up her legs. Pulling his mouth off hers and moving to whisper in 


her ear, the man spoke quietly, his voice only for her. 


"Now you want me to be gentle, slut? After you break my nose and give my men the chance to make sport of 
me?" he slid his hand under the gathered skirt, roughly pinching and pulling the skin of her thigh, grinding 
against her. "I think not, lass. | think you need to be taught some manners, and | think I'll be the one to teach 


you... 


His hand went between her legs, cupping and lifting violently, bringing her up on her toes, her whimpers 
changing to sobs as she realized what his intentions were. "Please sir, no | beg you, don't." Claire whimpered as 
his fingers roughly spread her open, his other hand all but ripping her hair from her head, her back arched to 
try to alleviate the pain. 


As if reading his mind, the men quickly cleared the table, giving their leader ample room to turn and slam her 
face down on the surface, her lower body still pressed tight to him. Letting go of her, he quickly flipped her 
over to lie on her back, grabbing her thighs and pulling them apart and stepping between. "Now wench...” his 


voice was deceptively soft, "I am done playing games with you.." 


Reaching into his belt pack, he slowly drew out a wickedly sharp dagger, running it up over her breasts and 
pressing the tip against her throat. Looking up, he gestured to his men. 


"Hold her!" 


Claire felt her arms grabbed and stretched out on the table, making it impossible for her to move, her lower 
body trapped by his weight leaning on her groin. Turning her head to the side, feeling the tears run down her 
face, she bit her lip and waited for the pain Feeling him step back a bit, she turned her head to see what he 
was doing, her eyes widening in fear as he undid his breeches to free his hard cock. Small whimpers escaped 


her throat as she looked, seeing him slowly stroking his short but thick member as he stepped closer to her. 


"Sir no please do not do this, | beg you.." her words cut off abruptly as he backhanded her, her head now 
spinning from not only her fear, but also the hard blow to her head. Claire screwed her eyes shut, waiting for 


the pain she knew was coming. She prayed that she would have the strength to survive this night. 


The struggles and sounds from the group gathered by the hearth masked the arrival of two men, entering 
quietly and stopping to take in the scene before them. The two men looked at each other and quickly moved 
closer, only then making their presence known. 


"Well now, seems we're interrupting something Steve, but I'm thinking it's a welcome interruption indeed" 


TBC 


Two 
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Claire twisted her head, trying to see where the soft, strong voice came from. She prayed that whoever had 
spoken was backed by an army of trained killers, all looking to avenge any wrong they might encounter. Her 
eyes widened, then dropped as she saw only two men, one fair, one dark, both looking very unamused at the 


goings on in front of them. 


"Who the fuck are you?" the man standing between her legs shouted. "And how dare you interrupt my fun 
with this woman?" turning his eyes back to Claire, he reached down, running his fingers over her thigh and 
moving his hand between her legs to spread her lips apart. "Now fuck off and find your own wench, this one 
won't be of much use when | am through with her!" 


"Ah, | can't see that being the case..." 


Stepping forward, the fair haired one reached up and pushed back the hood of his traveling cloak, shaking his 
head slightly and letting his long blonde hair fall around his shoulders. Behind him, his head bowed, his hand 
resting with a delicate touch on the pommel of his sword, the dark one moved sideways to keep a better view 
of the men clustered around the table. Stripping off his cloak and tossing it aside, the fair one moved closer, 
catching the eyes of the frightened girl and smiling gently. "Don't worry lass, no one's going to hurt you. Not if 
we have anything to say about it." 


Looking back at the man standing between her legs, his eyes narrowed as they dropped down his body, widening 
once more as he took in his appearance. "And frankly lass, from the weapon this gentleman seems to be 


wielding, it may require only a small fight at that” 


Claire jumped as the dark one snorted, lifting his hand and pushing back his hood. "Yes my lord, it does appear 
that his weapon is a bit on the..ah..short side." 


With a roar the man stepped from between Claire's legs, reaching for the sword discarded on the floor next to 


his chair. "How dare you! You know not whom you deal with, scum! Do you have any idea WHO | am?" breathing 
hard, his sword held in his right hand, he thumped his chest with his left. "| am Roderick! | am a warrior of 
great courage and strength, skill and cunning!" stepping closer to the fair man, he faltered in his advance at 
the speed with which the dark one moved to block him. Without warning the dark one's sword was no longer 


sheathed, but was instead between his legs, and his cock shrank at the feel of the steel against it. 
"Careful there," the dark one's voice was soft, "tell your men to hold steady or my hand may slip..." 


Roderick's eyes widened, his stomach contracting at the thought of that cold steel slicing through his cock, the 
coldness of the dark man's eyes leaving no doubt that with a flick of his wrist he would remove it. His men 
stared at their leader, not daring to move as the fair one walked among them, gathered their weapons and 


piled them on the other side of the room. 


Task completed, he moved toward Claire, who was still lying on the table, too stunned by the sight before her 
to move, her eyes darting frantically from the dark man to the beast who only minutes before had been set 
on raping her. "Come, my lady," his words allied with his touch on her arm making her jump. Taking her hand, 
he helped her to her feet, slipping his arm around her waist to support her as her legs threatened to give 
way beneath her. He held her up, half carrying her as he stepped back behind the dark man who had moved 
neither his eyes nor his sword, both keeping the leader of the ruffians pinned in place. Reaching back he 
gathered his cloak and wrapped it around her, backing her towards the door. 


“Alright Steve, | think it's time to go..." 


The fair one opened the tavern door, pushing Claire gently through and standing just inside, watching the dark 


man. 
"Aye, | agree." 


With a swift turn of his wrist, the dark man neatly moved the blade of his sword away from Roderick's now 
shriveled cock, letting the point slip along his thigh, leaving a trail of red. "Now, in case you are thinking that 
you now have a chance to best me | would suggest you think twice. It would be no difficult task for me to 
remove not only that puny thing dangling between your legs, but your heart as well. 


Taking a measured pace back, the dark man's eyes moved over Roderick's men, still frozen behind the table. 
"And you lads, is it really worth the feel of cold steel through your guts for him to enjoy a woman?" he shook 


his head, his eyes never ceasing their steady movement. "For shame." 


None of the men moved, for some reason the softly spoken threat was more terrifying than any war cry this 
man could have uttered. Roderick drew breath, ready to again try to show his lack of fear, but his shrill yelp 


when the dark man's sword flicked out at his manhood again showed his own fear. 


The dark man backed to the door, the fair one stepping through as he reached him, his hands gently guiding 


Claire toward two horses tied outside. "Here, my lady, let me give you a hand mounting, and we'll be gone 


before they have a chance to get their balls back." 


Claire's eyes were wide with fear as she looked at the fair man, her voice trembling as she finally managed to 


speak. "My lord, the tavern owner will kill me leaving his business unattended...” 


The dark one snorted again, pulling Claire's eyes around as she saw him running a large stick through the 
handle of the door. "Somehow, my lady, | would think that staying would be a fate worse than death." Hands on 
hips, he surveyed his work before reaching out to give a firm push on the door. "That should hold them for a 
bit." 


With that, he pulled his cloak off and offered it to the fair one, shaking his head and sending a mass of auburn 


hair swirling around his face. "Here, my lord, can't have you catching a chill on my watch." 


For the first time Claire saw his eyes, no longer cold and frightening but a sparkling deep brown, a small smile 
tugging at his lips. The fair one laughed, the brilliant blue of his eyes as full of merriment as those of his 
friend. 


"Aye, can't have that now can we?" 


Taking the cloak he wrapped it round himself and swiftly mounted, then reaching down and offering his hand to 
Claire. "Come, my lady, we have far to go and you would not like going on foot" Claire placed her hand in his, 
gasping as the dark man's strong hands wrapped around her waist and lifted her onto the back of the horse, 
her arms locking around the fair one's waist. Looking down, her eyes were again caught by the dark one's, her 
breath feeling a bit unsteady as he gazed back at her. With a sudden turn he reached his own horse and 
mounted swiftly, tucking his sword back into its sheath and touching the horse's flanks with his heels. 


"Shall we, my lord?" 


He moved his horse beside them, grinning at his friend's wince as Claire tightened her arms around his waist. 


"Aye, we shall." 


The blonde looked back over his shoulder and smiled gently at Claire. "I promise | won't let you fall, my lady, 
but | do need to breathe..." 


The dark one snorted in amusement again as Claire loosened her hold, her murmur of "My apologies my lord" 


barely audible above the creak of saddle leather and the snorting impatience of the horses. 


The three moved out, Claire wondering where they were going and what they would do with her, if she had 
truly been rescued or if had she placed herself in a different kind of hell. 


Three 
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The hours passed swiftly under the hooves of the horses, carrying the three far away from the tavern. 
Claire found herself fighting to keep her arms locked around the fair man, the terror of her ordeal leaving her 
mind and body exhausted. Several times she felt as if she were falling, only to have the dark man reach over 


and gently right her behind the other. After the sun had passed through the day and she slipped for the third 


time, the dark man spoke. 
"My lord, we need to stop. If we don't she's going to be under the horse instead of astride it” 


Both slowed their mounts, bringing them down to a walk before turning off the road and into the woods, 
searching for a place of shelter for the night. Finding a clearing, they stopped the horses, the dark one swiftly 
dismounting and then moving over to lift Claire down, holding her up as her legs refused to. 


"Not used to riding, my lady?" again, the gentle snort showed his amusement. "Or just not used to riding 
astride?" 


The fair one laughed as he dismounted, taking in Claire's sudden frown at his friend. She tossed her head, 
pulling away from the dark one's hands as she stepped back. 


"IIl have you know, my lord," her voice carried a bit of disdain backed with a small hint of pain, "that it is the 
first time | have ever sat a horse, and | do not think kindly of you for mocking me. Now if you please | need 


to..." 


Claire stopped, suddenly realizing she was alone in the woods with two strange men, both of whom seemed to 


be at the moment quite amused by her. 


"Aye, lady, we understand, just don't wander off too far." The fair one smiled at her again, pointing to the 
trees and giving her a gentle nudge. Claire carefully walked away, her legs still not quite steady but determined 
to not show it, wondering again if she had made the right decision in leaving with these two, although she did 
wonder if there had even been another choice’. Hearing the muffled sounds of their laughter Claire spun 


around and placed her hands on her hips, tossing her head at the men. 


"And just so you can stop calling me that, my name is Claire!" and with a somewhat less than graceful turn, 
she resumed her path. Behind her, the men watched her lift her chin up and stride slowly into the trees 
before both allowed their stifled chuckles to escape. The fair one looked over at his friend. 


"Careful Steve, she looks as if she isn't one to suffer being made light of" Steve grinned, his eyes dancing as 


he shook his head. 
"I believe you're right, my lord." 


Claire wandered into the trees, finding a private place to take care of her needs, then hearing running water 
went a bit further to find the source. A nearby stream running gently brought a happy cry from her as she 
hurried toward it, kneeling down and splashing the water over her face, feeling the tears and dust washing 


away. As she often did, Claire let her thoughts run aloud as she played in the water. 


"Now what am | to do? I've left my home, my family without a word. | am in the company of two men who - 
before today - | have never set eyes on The fair one seems very kind, however the dark one, the one called 


Steve, seems to be rather frightening. He does have nice eyes though... 


Claire jumped as she heard movement behind her, trying to struggle to her feet and turn at the same time. 
Her legs refused, the muscles weak and sore from the roughness of Roderick earlier, and the hours on the 
horse. Claire felt herself falling, landing hard on her back and arse in the water, looking with frightened eyes at 
the source of the noise. Her fear turned quickly to anger as she saw Steve step through the trees, his 
laughter ringing loudly as he took in the sight of her sitting in the water. 


If you wanted a bath, my lady I'm sure it would work much better if you used the deeper end. And without 
the clothes." 


Claire frowned at him, making him laugh even harder, wanting to stamp her foot in frustration. "You frightened 


me! This is your fault!" 
He walked toward her, his laughter fading, but his smile still in place as he reached out his hand. 


"My apologies my lady, | didn't mean to frighten you, | heard you talking and thought you might have met with 


someone. | was simply making sure that all was well." 


Claire took his hand, feeling herself lifted out of the water, her legs again betraying her and bringing her 
forward to land against his body. 


Steve caught his breath at the impact of her body against him. He looked down into her eyes, the softer 
brown making his dark eyes narrow slightly. Her hand reached up to steady herself, resting against his chest, 
feeling the hard muscle flex under her fingers. His arm caught her waist, holding her and letting her legs lock 
under her, his fingers still twined with hers. Claire felt her anger change abruptly, instead of the heated flush 
making her tongue sharp she suddenly felt a different emotion, her fingers curling lightly against Steve's chest 
as her breath caught. She felt his hand move slowly up her back, feeling his fingers wind in the long strands 


of her hair, his eyes still holding her tighter than any binds. 


Steve felt the weight of her body, her breasts against his chest, her thighs pressed against his own, the 
contact causing his cock to harden against her. He felt rather than heard the sharp intake of breath as she 
felt it too, her eyes still locked with his. Slowly he released her fingers, bringing his hand to her face and 
brushing her hair back. He ran his thumb over her cheek, watching as her eyes slowly closed, her face turning 
to press harder against his hand. Running his hand down to the small of her back, he pressed her tighter to 
him, spreading his legs slightly and letting her feel his arousal. Claire made a small sound. She wasn't sure if it 
was fear or desire, but her body arched to push against him, her mind confused by the wantonness of her 
actions but knowing she needed to be closer to him. Opening her eyes, she caught her lip between her teeth as 
she saw how his eyes had darkened even more, still gentle, but now filled with as much lust as the hard cock 


rubbing against her belly. 
"Steve..." 


Her words were cut off as his mouth closed over hers, his tongue pushing against her lips and demanding 
entrance, his hand now cupping her head to pull her tightly to him. Claire froze, unsure of what to do as his 
tongue rubbed alongside hers, tracing over the roof of her mouth then pulling back. Her arms wrapped around 
his neck, without thought she pushed her tongue back at his, following it into his mouth and exploring. She was 
dimly aware of his hand sliding lower, stroking her arse and cupping it gently, keeping her body pressed hard 
against him. Her hips pressed harder, without even knowing she began thrusting herself against him, feeling 
him groan against her mouth as she rubbed herself on his hardness. Steve pulled his mouth from hers, 
dropping his face to press his lips against her neck, licking and sucking gently down to her collarbone, then 
working his mouth back up to right below her ear, her soft moans and shudders making his own breath 
stagger. Pulling his head back, Steve brought his hands up to cup her face, stroking his thumbs over her 
cheekbones and flicking his tongue lightly across her lips. 


‘Open your eyes Claire.." His soft voice belying the tension in his body, Claire did as he asked, again feeling the 
heat from his gaze as he continued to gently stroke her skin. "I need to know if you have done this before, or.. 


or if this your first experience with a man?" 


Claire felt the blush on her cheeks, she tried to drop her head but his hands held her, keeping her eyes locked 
with his. 


"I have been kissed before, but | have never..never..” her voice broke as Steve swore softly, dropping his head 
to rest his forehead against hers. His hands moved down her body, his fingers leaving trails of fire on her skin, 
coming to rest on the soft swell of her hips, holding her tight against him for another moment before gently 
pushing her back, lifting his head and giving a wry smile at her soft whimper of protest. 


"We need to stop, then It has been far too long and | am in no mood to take you with any gentleness. If you 
had experience then | would not worry about the hurt | might cause you, but to take you now would not make 
for a good first time." His fingers gently traced her lips as he continued. "In short, my lady, to lay you down 


and fuck you would be the wrong thing to do. And right now my cock would show you no mercy...” 


Claire's eyes widened, her mind going back to the scene at the tavern, the roughness of Roderick's hands on 
her, the terror sparking again. Steve's eyes reflected her pain. Knowing what she was thinking hurt him as well, 


realizing his words made him no better than the rutting creature who tried to take her earlier. 


"Claire." He stopped, feeling her panic as she twisted her body away from him, stepping back and dropping her 
eyes to his crotch, his cock hard and evident through his breeches. "| don't want to hurt you, please.." He 
reached for her hand, but with a sob she flinched away, fleeing around him and running back through the 


trees toward the clearing, toward the fair man, toward where she would be safe. 


Steve watched her go, shaking his head and swearing under his breath, reaching down to run his fingers over 
his cock, letting his eyes close as he thought about her lips, her hair, her scent, wishing that it could have 
been, but knowing that what he did was for the best. Forcing his hand away, he smiled ruefully. Well, maybe 
the best for her.. 


Turning, he followed her back toward the clearing, trying to think of anything that would make him lose the 
painful erection, knowing that David would tease him unmercifully if it was spotted. 


Four 
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Claire stumbled into the clearing, her eyes filled with panicked tears, letting out a small shriek as the fair man 
jumped to his feet and drew his sword. 


"My lady! Who is.." his voice trailed off as he noticed her wet clothes and flushed face, his lips twitching as he 
realized the only pursuit was her own demons. He moved toward her, stowing his sword and making soft noises, 


not really words but gentle murmurs. 


"Shh..it's alright, you're safe, no one will hurt you." Reaching her he gently touched her arm, looking at her 
wide, frightened eyes, filled with tears and perhaps still a hint of the lust stil burning in her veins. "I know 
your name is Claire, and you have heard me speak Steve's name. My name is David" While he spoke, he took 
Claire's hand and led her over to the blankets piled on the ground, guiding her to sit and dropping to one knee 
beside her. "You will come to no harm with us. | would never allow that to happen, nor would Steve. He defends 


not only me but that which | hold dear with his very life." 


Claire looked up as Steve emerged from the trees, carrying wood for the fire, his eyes meeting hers briefly 
before turning away. Kneeling, he began to sort the wood, placing the larger branches off to the side and piling 
the tinder before pulling flint and steel from a pouch on his belt. David looked back and forth between them, 
puzzled at the way both seemed to make a point of ignoring the other. He wandered over to Steve, watching as 
he struck the flint and then blew gently on the pile of grass and leaves. Crouching down, he picked up a twig 
and began to snap it. 


"Everything alright Steve?" he raised his eyebrows at the answering grunt. "Claire came back like her arse was 
on fire, your face is screwed up like you ate something bad," Dave lowered his voice further, "and if I'm not 


mistaken, you look a bit.. hmmm.. shall we say, frustrated?" 
David rocked back on his heels as Steve's head shot up, his eyes narrowed and dark as he looked at his friend. 


"No, my lord," Steve growled through clenched teeth, "everything is.. fine." Ducking his head, he blew softly 
again, reaching for the smaller twigs as the flame took hold, slowly adding them as the fire grew. David stood 
up, backing up a step and looking down at the dark haired man. The tense set of his shoulders belied his words, 
and David knew that the fire being coaxed to life would not burn near as hot as the fire in his friend. The urge 


to tease him further was great, but knowing Steve as well as he did, David knew that this was not the time to 
prod his temper. 


"Fine, as long as you're sure." David went back to the small mound of supplies, noticing Claire's eyes were on 
Steve, her expression distant. He grabbed a small sack, untying the string and reaching in to pull out a small 
loaf of bread. "You must be hungry," breaking off a piece he held it out to Claire, noticing how it seemed to be 
a struggle for her to pull her eyes from the man beside the fire. 


Claire shook herself, reaching up and taking the offering, smiling at him and whispering a “Thank you." Taking 
the bread, she began to eat, her mind still lost in thoughts of Steve, his body, his lips, the feel of him hard 
against her. She was unaware of David's eyes on her, watching her with no small amusement as she followed 
the movements of his companion She was so lost in herself, she was only aware David was speaking to her 


when he touched her arm. 


Claire? Did you hear me? | asked if you would like some water or wine to wash down that bread?" Claire 


looked at David, trying to understand what he was saying before he found her rude. 


‘lm sorry David, my mind was elsewhere, water please.” Claire took the offered cup, sipping it slowly, and then 


starting as Steve's voice came from beside her. 


‘lm going to get more wood before it gets darker. Stay alert, my lord, | haven't seen any signs of anyone but 


you never know." 


Steve turned and disappeared back into the trees, feeling two sets of eyes on his back. "Bloody hell, I've really 
fucked this up," he muttered to himself. "Not only did | scare her, now she's over there all snug with David 
cause he's such a gentleman. And after spending the evening with his lordship, the last thing she's going to 
want is my attention" 


Steve sighed, knowing in his heart that David was a good man, and if that's what Claire wanted he would treat 
her well. Gathering the wood to keep the fire going for the night ahead, he headed back to the clearing, 
stopping short and swearing under his breath at the sight that met his eyes. 


Claire was stretched out, David's cloak pulled around her, her head resting on her hands. That was all fine and 
good but the fact she was laying on David's blankets made him want to stomp in as noisily as he could, wake 
her up and generally just throw a temper tantrum till she moved onto his. And the smug smile of the blonde's 
face didn't help; he knew how angered Steve was and he was enjoying tormenting him, even going so far as to 
reach down and lightly run his fingers over her hair. Steve moved across to the fire, dropping his load of wood 
and adding a few more pieces to the flames before striding over to drop onto his blankets. David silently 
handed him his share of the loaf of bread, watching as Steve tore pieces off and shoved them in his mouth, 
chewing hard and staring straight ahead. 


David began eating his meal, casting sideways looks at Steve and trying not to laugh. He knew this man as well 


as he knew himself and he was well aware of what was bothering him. "So, Steve," David popped another piece 


of bread in his mouth, "how did Claire end up with a wet bottom?" Taking a sip of water he noticed the 
tightening of Steve's jaw. 


"| startled her." Steve sighed, his voice flattened by effort he was using to keep his emotions under control. "I 
heard her talking and | thought someone was with her so | went to see who it was, and when | came out of 


the trees | startled her and she fell into the water." 


David nodded. "Oh, and of course you helped her up." Popping some more bread into his mouth David chewed 
for a moment before deciding to see just how far he could push Steve. "And then? She fell into your arms? 
She declared her undying gratitude for your rescue of her from the cold water?" David was starting to 
chuckle as he watched Steve's face darken Was he actually blushing? "Did she present you with a kiss on the 
cheek and thank you most humbly? Did she offer to..?" 


Steve rounded on his friend, his eyes cold. "No, my lord. She offered herself to me and like a fool | treated her 
no better than that pig at the tavern Is that what you wanted to hear? How | made a fool of myself and 
frightened her further?" 


The emotion in his voice made David raise his eyebrows, it wasn't like Steve to let a silly thing such as a 
woman affect him so. He opened his mouth, closing it again with a snap when he saw the blackness of his 


friend's eyes. 


Steve rose, the movement abrupt. "It's late, my lord, you should get some sleep. Since we are in an unknown 
land, I'll stand guard." Stalking off, Steve didn't see the look in his friend's eyes, nor the smile that appeared on 
his lips. 


David looked over at the sleeping girl. "Well, my lady, seems that you've gotten under his skin. Not an easy 
thing to do. | just wonder how long he'll be able to keep himself in check Knowing him as | do, it won't be long." 
Finishing his bread, David lay down on his blankets, pulling Steve's cloak over him. 


Steve stood silently on the other side of the clearing, watching as David lay down and settled in. He sighed, 
feeling the tension of his frustrated desire return as he looked at the woman next to David. It was going to be 


a long night. 


Five 
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Claire stirred, her eyes still closed as she felt the pain run through her body. Groaning, she rolled onto her 
side and pushed herself up, feeling the joints and muscles complain as they stretched. 


"A bit sore this morning Claire?" David's soft voice came from above her, forcing her to tip her head back and 


look up at him. 


"Aye my lord, very much l'm afraid. | didn't know it was possible for this many things to hurt at the same 
time." 


Rotating her head, Claire felt the tendons in her neck creak as she tried to loosen them, rolling over to sit up. 
Her gasp and abruptly widening eyes made David chuckle, knowing exactly what was wrong; the hours spent on 
the horse's rump leaving her arse very tender. Claire glared up at him, not amused by his enjoyment of her 
discomfort, but the gentleness of his eyes made her smile despite the pain 


"You'll feel better if you go down to the stream and soak yourself for a while, Claire." David moved behind her, 
reaching down to slip his hands under her arms and lift her to her feet. Holding her steady while she tried to 
make her legs work, his eyes caught movement at the other side of the clearing as Steve stepped through the 


trees. 


Claire tensed, seeing Steve at the same moment, a small sound escaping her lips at the sight of the dark man, 
his hair wet and hanging down over his shoulders, his chest laid bare. Her fingers curled into fists as she ran 
her eyes over the thatch of hair on his chest, as if they were aching to run over his skin and tangle in the 

hairs, to brush over his nipples and find if they hardened as hers did, then trace over the thinner line of hair 


leading down and disappearing into his unfastened breeches.. 
With a start Claire reined in her thoughts, flushing as she realized just what she was thinking. 
Steve's eyes narrowed as took in the sight before him, Claire standing with David's arms supporting her, her 


face colored by a light blush as she dropped her eyes. His mind was torn, part of him wanted to go over and 


tear her away from the other man and lay claim to her, yet part of him knew that her fear and contempt 


for his actions yesterday would not make for a pleasant reaction to his heavy handedness. Reaching the fire, 


he crouched beside it, the flames as a convenient excuse for the surge of heat in his veins. 


David watched, as always knowing what Steve was thinking, feeling the tenseness of Claire's body as she had 
watched him, noting her blushing reaction to the half naked man. It was obvious to him that the two of them 
were either too stubborn or too shy to admit their feelings, so that left it up to him. Winding his arms around 
Claire, he dropped his chin to rest on her shoulder. She started, a bit unsure of what he was doing, until the 


soft words he spoke erased all worries. 


Claire, there are some things | should explain to you. Now is not the best of times to do it, and to be frank 
Steve would have my head if he even thought | was speaking to you of this. But | will say, he would never 
hurt you, nor force you, even if it pains him deeply. He is more than what you see, he is indeed a warrior, but 


he is also gentle and compassionate." David stood back, turning Claire to look at him, cupping her face gently. 
"Things are moving quickly, | know. There are feelings in you that you don't understand, and the same is true 
for him. Don't shut him out, and you will find the rewards of knowing the true man well worth the journey." He 


smiled, his blue eyes soft as he hugged her. 


Claire sighed, leaning into the warm hug and reaching around to hug him back, unable to speak because of the 
hard lump in her throat. 


"If you want to bathe my lady then | suggest you do it soon so we may continue our journey." The cold words 
spoken through clenched teeth made Claire and David jump, both looking up to find the subject of their 
discussion behind them, his jaw muscles so tight they could see them flexing under his skin His eyes were so 
dark they were almost black, his hands knotted in the shirt he held. 

Claire flinched back, bumping into David as the anger flowed in waves toward them, making the air heavy. 
Nodding, not trusting her throat to form the words, she inched sideways to step around him, gathering her 
skirts and hurrying toward the trees and the safety of the stream. 


David looked at Steve, cocking his head to the side and wondering if maybe this time he had pushed him too 


far. 

"Steve" 

Jaw still flexing, Steve looked at him. "Yes my lord?" 
"Stop it" 

Steve snorted. "Stop what my lord?" 


David groaned, rolling his eyes. "Stop acting like this." 


Steve took a deep breath, trying to control his anger. "I don't understand what you mean, my lord" The sharp 


bite at the ends of his words made the soft tone sound menacing. 


"You bloody well do Steve, and stop with the ‘my lord shite." Stepping forward, David placed his hand on Steve's 
shoulder. "l'm not trying to get in the way, l'm trying to help." Feeling the tightness of the muscle under his 
hand, David bit back a smile, knowing that if he made light of the jealousy dripping out of every pore of his 


friend there would be a real brawl going on. 


Steve took a deep breath, trying to relax as he looked at David. "Aye David, that you may well be, but | don't 
think there is much you can do." A rueful smile curled his lips. "| think that | may have ruined my chance with 


her in my clumsy attempt yesterday." 


David shook his head, using his free hand to clout Steve affectionately on his back. "No, | think not, but what | 
do think is that you should go make sure our dainty friend has come to no harm. And that she found the deep 


end of the stream." 


Steve opened his mouth to protest, shutting it with a snap as he realized that arguing would gain him no 
ground with David. He nodded, turning to head in the same direction Claire had taken, still pondering what David 
had said. 


Claire was glad of the chance to escape the angry look in Steve's eyes as she hurried to the stream, stopping 
short when she realized she didn't know which way to go to find the deeper pool. Choosing at random, she 
walked upstream, stopping with a cry of delight as she spotted the softly swirling water churned up by the 
small waterfall tumbling down. Looking around, she gave a brief prayer that only the animals would see her as 
she quickly stripped off her dress, having a quiet argument with herself before discarding her undergarments 


and stepping naked into the water. 


"Oh!" she exclaimed. The water wasn't quite as warm as it looked, raising goose bumps as she stepped further 
out, carefully feeling the bottom with her feet. Getting brave, she moved more quickly, suddenly feeling the 
bottom fall away, her surprised shriek cut off as her head went under. Sputtering, she surfaced, for a 
moment hearing soft mocking laughter. Twisting her head around, she saw no one. Shrugging to herself she 


decided it must have been imagined, and set about to enjoy the cool water now sliding deliciously over her skin. 


Steve reached the pool just in time to see Claire disappear under the water, checking his instinct to rush 
forward, he waited to see if her head resurfaced. When it did, her eyes wide with shock at the sudden dunking, 
he had to quickly muffle his laughter. Her head turned as if she heard him, stepping back a bit he let himself 
blend in with the surrounding woods, not wanting to frighten her with his presence. His breath caught in his 
throat as he watched her take a deep breath and then dive down, for a moment glimpsing the softly rounded 


arse and long legs that waved in the air. 


"Fuck. This isn't right. | shouldn't stand here watching her like some sort of animal stalking its prey." Steve 
chewed his lower lip, unable to tear his eyes away as Claire played in the water, his cock again swelling inside 
his breeches as her body flashed through the water. With a soft groan, his hand moved down to rub himself, 
running his fingers up the shaft, and back down, feeling the head with his fingertips, every pump of blood from 
his rapidly beating heart making his shaft fill with blood. 


He stepped back a bit further, under the cover of the brush as Claire moved to the shallower water, sitting 
down on the bottom and beginning to rub her hands over her skin, cleaning herself. His eyes narrowed, his 
breath coming harder as he moved his hand up to slide inside his opened breeches, another low groan tearing 


from his throat as his fingers touched the silken flesh of his cock. 


Six 
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Steve closed his eyes, letting the sounds of Claire's splashing in the water fill his mind as his fingers stroked 
his shaft. The soft skin was such a contrast to the hardness of his erection, bringing to mind a bar of steel 
encased in velvet. He pulled his hand free of his breeches, opening his eyes again as he looked at Claire, now 
taking handfuls of water and letting them run over her breasts, the hard peaks of her nipples barely brushing 


the surface. 


Steve moved deeper into cover, unable to stop himself he pushed his breeches down over his groin, letting his 
cock free. Wrapping his fingers around the shaft, he stroked it, setting a slow and even pace, his eyes half 


closed in pleasure as he watched her, his mind making it her hand moving over his heated flesh. 


He knew this was wrong, in a way he felt as if he was taking advantage of her, but it was impossible for him 
to stop. Moving his hand slowly up behind the head of his cock, he ringed the skin behind the sensitive ridge 
with his finger and thumb, squeezing gently, biting his lip to keep from moaning aloud. He didn't realize his 
other hand had moved until it cupped his balls, feeling the heaviness in his palm, rolling them over his fingers. 


Rolling the foreskin back over the head of his cock, his fingers grew wet with the precum gathered there, 
hissing through his teeth at the sensation of the rough pads of his fingers rubbing over the sensitive flesh. 
Stroking back down the shaft, he spread the liquid over his shaft, fisting it lightly as he watched Claire stretch 
her arms above her head, then slowly climb to her feet. His eyes took her in, his hands moving over himself 
as he watched her step from the water, his cock leaking steadily as his breathing deepened, his heart thudding 
in his chest. 


Claire stepped from the pool, looking around to make sure she was still alone. For some reason, she felt as if 
eyes were upon her, although she could see no one, and the normal sounds of the woods were the only noises 
she heard. Stretching, her muscles feeling much more supple and relaxed after her bath, she looked with 
distasteful eyes at her clothes. Now that her body was clean, she hated the idea of dressing in the same dirty 
rags, now stained from the sweat of both her and the horse. Running her hands up over her ribs, she 
shivered as her hands reached her breasts, and without thought she rubbed her fingers over her ripples, the 


hard peaks catching on the wrinkled skin of her fingers causing a wonderful shiver up her spine. 


Steve barely caught the groan as he watched her fingers play with those buds, wanting nothing more than to 
run his tongue over them, drawing one into his mouth to suck and lick, maybe catch it in his teeth and tug 
lightly before moving over to the other. His hand moved faster on his cock, his grip firmer as his fingers 
gather more of the precum dripping from the tip and spreading it back down the shaft, his hips starting to 
thrust forward, fucking his hand. 


He threw his head back, clenching his teeth as he watched her hand slide back down over her ribs, wondering 
what her thoughts were as her fingers reached the soft thatch of hair covering her from his gaze, if the 
soft look of lust on her face was for him - or for David. With a growl, Steve pushed that thought aside, 
concentrating on her hands stroking her skin, the sound of his hand sliding on the wet skin of his cock 
accompanying his rapid breathing. 


Claire ran her fingers through the soft hair covering her lips, feeling the wetness, different than the water, 
slicker perhaps, a heavy ache settling between her legs as her mind wandered to Steve. His body had felt so 
different, even through his clothes she could feel the rougher texture of his skin, the scrape of his unshaven 
face on her neck, the hard cock pressed against her. Her breathing stuttered as her fingers parted the soft 
folds, touching a hard bud inside them, her hips pushing to meet her fingers without conscious thought. She 
heard herself moan as her finger moved over the bud, her legs feeling like they would not support her, 


wishing that Steve was here to lean against, to feel, to touch. 


Steve dropped to his knees, the sight of Claire rubbing her clit almost too much, sliding his hand to the very 
base of his shaft he squeezed hard, forcing his orgasm back, not wanting to cum yet, wanting to make this 

sweet agony last. Spreading his knees, shaking his head to force his long hair out of his eyes to better watch 
the sight before him, he grunted as his hips thrust forward, holding his hand still and fucking it with his cock. 


Claire leaned against the rocks at the edge of the pool, her breath coming in short hard pants as her fingers 
moved faster over the bud, unsure of what she was doing but knowing that it felt too good to stop. Laying 
her head back, she rested her arse on the ledge of the rock and spread her legs wider, now using two fingers 
to rub and press on that hard bud of flesh, wondering if this same kind of pleasure was what Steve felt when 
he rubbed his manhood. The thought of his hard cock sent her over, her body arching hard against her hand, 


her muscles locking as she cried out, her fingers stroking faster as she came. 
"Oh god Steve!" 


Steve knew he couldn't hold back much longer, the sight of Claire's fingers between her legs, the flush of 
impending orgasm spreading over her skin, his cock felt like an iron bar in his hand. Leaning his body back, he 
pictured thrusting himself into her, his cock buried in that tight hot flesh. Closing his eyes he began to roll and 
squeeze his balls, feeling them draw up and prepare for the orgasm he knew was almost upon him. His cum 


erupted as he heard her voice shout as she came. 
"Oh god Steve!" 


With a hard grunt, his cock jumped in his hand, his body locking with his hips trust forward, his cock shooting 
arcs of cum in the air. His hand milked the hard shaft, drawing every bit of his seed from his balls, spraying 


over the dark green of the bushes around him. 


Claire drew her hand from between her legs, looking at the moisture on her fingers in wonder, wondering what 


it would taste like if she dared touch it to her tongue. Slowly, she brought her fingers to her mouth, letting 


them brush her lips then swiping them with her tongue. It was different, she decided, but not unpleasant, in 
fact it made her body tingle at the taste. 


Steve panted, letting another groan escape his throat as he watched her touch her fingers to her mouth, 
wanting to taste the sweetness of her, wanting nothing more than to drop to his knees between her thighs and 
lick her clean, 

Settling back on his heels, letting his hands drop to his sides, Steve couldn't help but smile at the memory of 
his name on her lips at the moment she reached her peak. Climbing to his feet, he pulled his breeches back up 
over his now softening cock, watching the lady still reclined on the rock, now sucking gently on her fingers. 


"Aye my lady, mayhap David was right. Seems as if there is some unfinished business here for you as well” 


Stepping farther back into the woods, he purposely made some noise before raising his voice. "My lady, if you 
are finished, we should be leaving!" 


Claire jolted out of her trance, grabbing for her clothes and quickly dressing. 


"Ah, yes, l'm done, | shan't be a moment!" she called back, her face flushing as she realized how close she had 


come to being caught, and caught by the very man she was lost in thought of. 
Walking toward his voice, she was surprised to see him standing with a soft smile on his face, his eyes dark 
and sensual as he looked at her. Unsure, she gave a timid smile in return, blushing as her eyes betrayed her 


by dropping down his body, seeing the outline of his cock through the tight cloth. 


With a slight bow Steve waved her past him. "After you, my lady." 


as she brushed against him in passing. 
Steve grinned, his eyes following her as she hurried back to the clearing. 


Yes, this indeed would be interesting. And judging from what he had seen this morning, this indeed was a lady 
that would be worth a bit of patience. 


Seven 
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David looked around, wondering what could be keeping both Steve and Claire so long. The horses were saddled 
and ready, blankets and supplies packed and loaded, the fire had been tended, now all that was missing were the 
two remaining members of the party. 


Hearing someone coming through the trees, David turned to greet them, his expression changing from a 


welcoming smile to out and out amusement as Claire came into view. 


Her face was flushed, her eyes softened as she hurried past him, keeping her head bowed and not quite 


catching his eye. 


David turned, watching as she went to the horses and began to stroke the muzzle of Steve's mount, not 


noticing the way his ears drew back. 


"Ah my lady, best be petting the other unless you fancy losing a few fingers. He's not known for his gentle 


temper." 


Claire jumped, looking up and seeing the whites of the horse's eyes as he threw his head back, stamping his 
hoof impatiently. She quickly moved over to David's, giggling as he dropped his head to push lightly against her 
chest, almost slobbering on her in his happiness at having his face stroked. 


"More like his master than not?" she smiled at David, still running her fingers up and down the long nose of 
the horse. She glanced at the other, noticing his ears had pricked and his interest was focused on a spot in the 


trees. Turning, she watched as Steve emerged. 


"Very much so," David chuckled as he answered, moving over to intercept Steve as he walked through, making 
sure that nothing was forgotten. Steve stopped in front of him, still thinking about the moments passed with 


Claire, realizing his mistake as soon as David got a good look at him. 


A sudden shout of laughter startled both Claire and the horses, causing the birds in the trees to take flight 
from the burst of sound. Steve crossed his arms and glared at the fair man, trying to appear as if there was 
nothing wrong, nothing to see, nothing to tell. Claire looked from one to the other, wondering why even as Steve 


tried to hold it in, the grin tugging at his lips finally won and before she knew it he was laughing as hard as 
David. 


"Bloody hell you didn't...?" 


"Aye well, not exactly but..." 
"Not exactly? How in the fuck can you not exactly?" 


Steve snorted. "Well, maybe one day I'll explain it to you, but for right now if we want to reach home before 


nightfall we should mount up." 


Claire turned back to the horse, pressing her face to his warm neck and wondering why she suddenly felt 
tears prick her eyes. They were so close, even though she didn't understand the nature of their relationship, it 
seemed to be much more than master and servant, and she was shocked to feel a stab of jealousy at David's 
closeness with Steve. Seeming to understand her pain, the horse pressed his nose against her and blew softly, 


the force of his breath making her giggle. 

"I think he likes you my lady. 

Claire turned, looking at Steve. "Aye, much more than that one." 

Steve walked to his horse, throwing his arm over the saddle and leaning against his shoulder. 

"He's not much for making friends but when | need him he never lets me down" Steve tugged the strands of 
the horse's mane gently, rubbing his fingers up under to stroke the warm skin. The whole times his eyes 
never left Claire's, making her wonder what his hands would feel like on her skin, stroking her, rubbing over 
her gently.. 

Steve's eyes narrowed as he watched her, feeling the sudden tightening of his stomach, the rush of blood 
heading straight for his cock. Shaking himself he turned to face the saddle, checking the straps and making 
sure the blanket was positioned so the horse would not suffer the leather rubbing his skin 

Claire blinked, again putting reins on her traitorous mind and pulling it back, not believing that so soon after the 
pleasure she had experienced she could again be thinking of him. Moving toward the back of the saddle, she 
stood quietly, waiting for David to mount to help her astride. She felt Steve move behind her, ready to offer 
assistance. 

"Ah, | think today we'll switch off Steve. I've loaded the bags behind me, and Claire can ride with you." 

Steve spun around, looking at David, not for a second believing the innocent smile on his face. 


"As you wish, my lord." 


Steve moved back to his mount, setting his foot in the stirrup and swinging aboard before extending his hand 


down to Claire. 


"My lady, if you please." 


Claire stepped forward, swallowing hard as she placed her hand in his, giving a small yelp of surprise as he 
lifted her, feeling David grab her waist and propelling her high enough to swing her leg over the rump of the 
horse. With some hesitation she allowed her arms to creep around his waist, feeling her breasts press against 
his back as the horse shifted under them. She couldn't hear what Steve was saying; his soft murmurs and 
gentle touches stilled the beast, his impatience showing now in only the tossing of his head. 


David quickly moved to mount his own horse, spinning him around and falling in beside them before both broke 
into a jarring trot that had Claire bouncing on the wide rump, her arms tightening around Steve. 


‘Once we are on the road his gait will smooth out Claire, and trust me, | will not let you fall” 


Claire felt herself relax. Without knowing why, she did trust this man. Tucking her face against the soft fall of 
his hair, she closed her eyes and just breathed his scent as the miles rolled by under the steady pounding of 


hooves. 


Claire blinked, hearing Steve's soft voice. 
"My lady, we're not far from home now, are you alright?" 


Claire nodded, her head rubbing against Steve's back. "Yes Steve, l'm fine, | think | must have fallen asleep." 
Lifting her head to peer over his shoulder, Claire's sharp intake of breath made him chuckle. 


"Aye, it's a sight to see when you're used to a broken down tavern and the stench of rotted food" 


Claire looked over at David, he was grinning at her, his eyes alight with the wonder in her face. Her eyes 
turned back to look again over the shoulder in front of her, without thinking she leaned forward to rest her 
chin on the soft pillow of hair laying there. Her arms were still loosely wrapped around him, and with a start 
Claire realized that her hands had drifted down till they were laying on his thighs, the muscles shifting under 
them with the movement of the horse. Trying to be as subtle as she could, Claire slowly began to draw them 
back, feeling his free hand catch hers and squeezing it lightly, keeping trapped against his leg. 


Steve tipped his head back, letting her feel his words in the soft breath on her cheek as well as the sounds in 
her ear. "It's alright my lady, it's better for your comfort if you are relaxed" 


His fingers remained twined with hers as they approached the keep, sprawling out at the base of the foothills, 
easily as big as the town Claire hailed from. The gates opened to admit the travelers, the guards saluting 


smartly as they passed. 


Drawing to a stop in front of a huge stone building that Claire guessed to be the stables, a young boy grabbed 


the reins of the horses, holding them as the weary riders prepared to dismount. 


David swung his leg over and dropped to the ground, stretching briefly before walking around to assist Claire 
so Steve could dismount. To his surprise, Steve swung his leg over the neck of his horse and dropped, turned 
and reaching up to take Claire's waist and lifting her off the rump of the horse. Again, Claire felt her legs 
wobble, but Steve held her against him, allowing her to find them. Turning her head, Claire smiled up at him, a 
sudden light in her eyes making his brows arch. Stepping back slightly, she dropped a curtsey, looking up at him 
under her lashes. 


"My thanks my lord, for the gentle ride and the caring touch." 
David's laughter rang out. "Aye Steve can't say that I've ever heard of your ride being gentle before." 
Steve was torn between the delight he felt at Claire's words, and the desire to clout David with a swift blow. 


"Mayhap it is in the difference in the steed that makes for the gentleness of the ride my lord, at times what 
begins as a gentle beast when soothed and stroked in just the right way turns into the most fiery of steeds." 


Claire frowned, knowing that the words being exchanged were in some way directed at her, but not sure how 


to digest them. Before she could speak, a very excited and beautiful young woman came running toward them. 
"Steve! David!" 


Out of breath and flushed, the woman threw herself at the men, who both laughingly opened their arms to 
catch her. Appearing to almost fight over who got to hug her first, Steve finally won out, lifting her and 


spinning her around under she squeaked. 


"Put me down you oaf" she laughed, "before you make me so dizzy | end up in a heap on the ground!" 


Laughing, Steve placed her feet back on the earth, barely letting her go before David had her swinging again 


"You two are NOT funny!" The laughter from all three belied her words, even as David set her gently down, 
freeing her to reach out and link arms with them both. She suddenly seemed to realize Claire was there, her 
face frowning slightly before her smile returned in force, her fingers poking David in the ribs to punctuate her 


words. 
"And who is this? It never surprises me to see you bring stray dogs, or horses or even occasionally things | 
don't want to know where you got them but | must say this is the first time | can recall you bringing a 


woman!" 


Stepping forward, she embraced Claire, making her wonder even more who this exuberant young lady was. 


realizing she had no idea of how to address the two men in front of this lady. "They saved my life my lady," 


she said in a rush, dropping her eyes and feeling decidedly out of place. 


Claire's cheeks flushed darker as both men began laughing again. She might only be a simple tavern girl, but 
there was no need for them to make light of her, especially when she had no idea where she was, or even who 


they were. Looking up, her eyes flashed fire as she looked at them. 


Steve and David both tried to cut their laughter off in midstream, succeeding in sending them both into a fit 
of choking that had the small woman pounding them both on the back. 


"Serves you both right, why do men have to be such idiots!" Grabbing Claire's hand, she all but dragged her 
off toward the main hall. "Come on Claire, lets find you a room and get the servants to bring you a bath and 


get you into some clean clothes and you can tell me how you ended up in the company of those two fools!" 


The next few hours passed in a blur as Claire watched the small woman take control of not only the servants, 
but of her as well. In no time, she found herself in a huge chamber smelling of lavender, a fire roaring in the 
hearth, a tub of hot water waiting in front of the fire, large bath sheets warming, and people running to and 


fro all around her. 


"Come on get undressed and in before it gets cold!" Do you need a servant to assist you with your clothes?" 


The whirling dervish had stopped in front of her, her hands on her hips. 


"Ummm, no, | can do it myself." Claire said, still not sure who this woman was or how she ended up in her 
tender clutches. Hesitantly she began to unlace her dress, unsure if she should wait until everyone left, and 


not sure she could undress if they didn't. 


Slapping her had to her forehead the slight form in front of her groaned. "Oh | am such an idiot! l'm sorry 


Claire, I'm guessing you're not used to this." Spinning around, she clapped her hands. “Everyone out!" 


Claire watched in amazement as servants scattered, hurrying out the door in a mass before shutting it and 


leaving only the crackle of the flames in their wake. 


Eight 
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Claire sighed. The sudden quiet of the room was a welcome relief to the wild clamor and commotion that had 
been taking place. The touch of a soft hand on her arm brought her back from her momentary escape. 
"Claire? Are you alright? I'm feeling that you aren't exactly sure what is happening around you." 


For the first time Claire noticed the same bright blue eyes that had peered at her from David's face, this 


time looking at her in concern from the woman standing in front of her. 


To her shame, Claire felt her eyes fill, tears spilling down her face as she began to sob, her knees giving way 
as she sank to the floor. 


"| don't know where | am, | don't know who you are, | don't know who Steve is or David is, | don't know what 
they are going to do with me, | don't know what will be expected of me, I'm tired, | ache all over, | stink and | 


have no clean clothing to wear and | just.just.." 


The sobs grew louder as Claire buried her face in her hands, not aware of even the soft hands stroking her 


head until the door flew open with a crash. 


Both women jerked around, seeing Steve in the doorway, his eyes darting around the room before coming to 


rest on the pair huddled on the floor. 

“Claire? Claire!" 

One look at her face sent him charging across the floor, dropping to his knees and gathering her in his arms. 
"Shh, its alright Claire, nothing will hurt you here. You're safe, | promise you." His voice was soft, his hands 
smoothing over her head, tucking her against his chest. His eyes however, were not as kind. Fixing his glare on 


the other woman, he hissed, "What did you do to her?" 


"ME?! What did | do?" Standing up and stomping her foot, she glared back at him. "I didn't do anything, you 


great oaf! She's completely overwhelmed by everything, didn't you even explain to her who you were, who she 


would be meeting, where she was going?" Reaching down, her small hand smacked the side of Steve's head. "If 


anyone needs their arse kicked for making her cry it's YOU and that cretin brother of mine!" 


Stamping over to the door, she pointed at him. "Now GET OUT and let me fix your mess, as usual, and next 


time knock!" 


When Steve made no move, still holding the sobbing girl to his chest and making soft soothing noises, she 
threw her hands up and walked back over to him. "Steve." Her voice much softer, she touched his shoulder. 


"Please, I'll take care of her." 


Steve looked up at her, a smile breaking across his face as he took in her flushed cheeks, the sparkle in her 
eyes and the determined set of her shoulders. His touch gentle, he set Claire away from him and dipped his 
head to her. "She'll take care of you, and | promise everything will be fine." Taking his finger and tipping her 


chin up, he met Claire's eyes. "Promise." 


Claire nodded, even managing a timid smile as he kissed end of her nose, the smile breaking out into laughter as 
the woman suddenly reached down and grabbed Steve by the ear, causing him to roar in pain and quickly 


scramble to his feet to follow her insistent tugging. 

"Bloody hell Trina l'm going!" 

Claire laughed harder at the plaintive whine in Steve's voice as he was dragged out of the room, hearing the 
firm "And stay out!" from the woman he had called Trina before she came back and slammed the door behind 


her. 


Hands on her hips, Trina looked down at Claire, the smile on her face as bright as those Claire had seen from 


David. 
"Well, I'll be damned, what have you done to Steve?" 


Several hours later Claire stood and looked at herself in the mirror the servants had carried into her 


chamber. She barely recognized the girl staring back at her. 


Her long, dark brown hair had been washed, dried, combed, curled and now framed her face. The line of kohl 
Trina had applied, her cheeks dusted with a hint of red, and her lips a shade darker now accented the soft 
brown of her eyes. The dress, oh the dress, soft velvet, deep blue in color with white lace at her throat and 
wrists. Claire kept pinching herself, wondering when she was going to wake up and find herself back in the 


tavern, another dream shattered. 


Trina swirled into the room, a vision in hunter green velvet, her soft blond hair curled and laced with jewels. 


"Oh, | knew it! Steve is going to eat himself when he sees youl” 
Claire blushed. 
"| don't know Trina, | feel so different." 


"You look smashing! And if he can't see it then I'll make sure David does. In fact," a mischievous glint appeared 


in her eyes, "mayhap that isn't a bad idea" 
Claire frowned. "What do you mean?" 


"Well, knowing Steve as | do, he's great to respond when he thinks someone he cares about is being harmed, 


but when it comes to matters of the heart he's a bit shy." 
Claire was surprised t hear herself snort. "Shy? Steve? He doesn't strike me as the shy type!" 


Trina smiled, and then went to sit on the bad. Patting the space beside her, she spoke softly. "Come her and sit 


with me Claire. In order to understand Steve | need to tell you a story.” 


Claire settled beside her. If anything this woman could tell her would help her understand Steve better, then 
she desperately wanted to hear. 


Trina took a deep breath and began 


"David is my brother. That you now know. Steve is, well he is not my brother, but he is in some ways as 
much to me as David is. Our father had a habit of wandering the land, not for gold or wars or gain, but for, 
well, fun. There was one village he liked to visit, mostly for the company of the male friends he had acquired, 
but also for the company of a woman he liked to call his truest friend. He wasn't her lover, he always said she 
was far more than that, but he told our mother that she always spoke with sense and reason, and for that 


he could enjoy her company." Her voice trailed off, lost in a memory. 

Claire nodded, not saying anything, waiting for Trina to continue. 

Trina sighed and shook herself. "Anyway, at the time my mother first became ill, he stopped his wanderings, 
staying here with us and taking care of her, not leaving for more than an hour or two. In time, she worsened, 
until one day he woke me gently to tell me that she had died in his arms. It was difficult for all of us, but 
especially him. David and | had each other, but he seemed to have no one. One morning, about two months 
after she died, we came down to find him gone." 


Trina rose from the bed and walked to the window, staring down into the courtyard. 


"| was 1 and David was Il at the time. Neither of us knew where he had gone, but we had faith that he would 


be back. He always came back." 


Claire listened carefully, hearing the soft sob that escaped Trina's throat. Standing, she went to the frail looking 


woman and hugged her, receiving a small grateful smile in return. 


"We waited for weeks," Trina continued softly, "with no sign of our father. Until one day the guards shouted 
that his horse was approaching, the rider leading another mount. We ran down to the gate, waiting as the rider 
moved closer, realizing that the figure on his mount was too small to be Father, and that the horse being led 
was carrying a shrouded body. | thought my heart was breaking, | remember feeling David holding me through 
his own sobs, both of us looking at what was a child not much older than | sitting on our father's horse. He 
slid off and walked straight to us, a boy a few years older than David, not much to him except for a mass of 


hair and dark defiant eyes." 


Trina turned to look at Claire. "Yes, it was Steve. His mother had died not much before ours, and he was living 
on his own when my father arrived. My father befriended him and was planning on bringing him back here to 
live with us when he cut himself working alongside Steve on the land his mother had owned. Before either one 
of them knew, an infection developed and he died" Trina's eyes misted. "Although, there is a part of me that 


wonders if he just missed Mother so much he wanted to join her." 

Claire couldn't speak, her throat too tight, so she simply waited for Trina to continue. 

"So," Trina said, "here we were, three children in charge of a keep, with no one to turn to except each other. 
Our servants and guards had been part of us for years, they made sure we did what was needed, and they 
looked after us. Steve became as much my brother as David, but he never let us forget that unlike us he was 
not noble born." 

Trina turned to face Claire. 

"He is not a servant. He is our brother and our friend. When in public he refers to David as my lord and me 
as my lady only to protect our station. In private, well, most often he calls me pest and the names he has for 


David are not fit for a lady to repeat!" 


Claire giggled, somehow she could imagine some of the bawdier terms she had heard at the tavern being used 


by Steve to describe David. 
Trina walked to her, clasping her hands. 


"Claire, | have never seen him act this way, but | must ask. I'm sorry if you think me forward but... are you in 


love with him?" 
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"Are you in love with him?" 

Trina's words echoed in Claire's ears as she followed the servant through the corridors to the great hall. 
Dinner would be served there she had been told, and after the last several days she was looking forward to a 
hot meal served on a table and not from a sack. 

Approaching the hall, Claire was surprised to hear the loud voices of Steve and David. Stepping through the 
arch, she saw both of them standing near the great hearth, their faces shoved into one another's their 


expressions making it clear they were in the midst of a very heated discussion 


".as much as | love you David, make no mistake, | will NOT tolerate you fucking with me on this matter! It is 


none of your business what | do with... 

Steve's voice cut off abruptly as David clapped a hand over his mouth. 

"Claire!" David's eyes lit up as he looked at her. "Lord, woman, you do clean up welll" 

Steve spun around, his eyes raking over her, his mouth moving soundlessly as he took in the sight of the 
woman before him. Gone was the soiled, scared tavern girl, in her place stood a woman whose beauty was only 


accented by the fine clothes she wore. 


Claire, you look incredible." Steve's voice caught, his eyes once again moving over her, the darkening in them 


making it suddenly hard for Claire to breathe. 


"I keep waiting for someone to pinch me and tell me to wake up and serve them" She laughed softly. "Although 


if they did, right now | think | would have to hit them with the jug." 
The men grinned at each other. 
"Well," David said, stepping forward and offering his arm, "wouldn't be the first time would it?" 


Claire laughed. "No, | suppose it wouldn't." taking David's arm, she allowed him to lead her to the table, seating 
her before moving to take the place beside her. 


"And if | recall, you seemed to do a fine job of..what the...?" 


David jumped to his feet, Turning to see Steve already seated in the chair, a smug expression his face. 
‘| may love you as my brother David, but | would prefer you not to sit on my lap!" 


David cursed softly, moving around to take the place on the other side of Claire. Before he could settle 
himself, Trina appeared in the room, bringing both he and Steve to their feet as she approached the table. 


"David why are you in my place?" Gently shooing him she took the seat next to Claire. "Go sit next to Steve!" 


With another muttered curse, David moved down the table. Pulling his chair out and dropping into it, he glared 
at the dark man on his left. Steve flashed him a triumphant smile before turning his head to look at the lady 
beside him, locking eyes with her before reaching for her hand and bringing it to his lips. 


"You are indeed lovely my lady." Brushing a soft kiss across her knuckles, he was startled by the immediate 
tightening in his groin, his thoughts returning to where those fingers had been earlier, fighting the urge to 
slide them into his mouth and tasting the flesh. 


The two were so engrossed in each other, neither noticed the smiles exchanged between David and Trina, their 


plan working to perfection 


lf forced to tell under the most hideous torture, Steve nor Claire could have retold any of the dishes served, 
the conversation or even the hilarity of the collision between two servants carrying large platters that 
happened no more than 3 feet from them. They could not have recounted if the wine was dry or sweet, the 
meat rare or cooked, but they could have described the touches, the looks and the occasional whispers that 


passed between them. 


Steve had forgotten anyone else was even there, his attention focused on the woman at his side, using every 
opportunity to run his fingers down her arm, to touch her hand, even to caress her cheek as he brushed the 


loose curls back from her face. 


Claire found herself lost in those dark eyes, finding that when he smiled they brightened, and when his fingers 
touched her they almost burnt her with their heat. Hesitantly, she began to return his soft touches, laying 


her fingers on his arm, using her own cloth to wipe a drop of wine from his lips. 


At some point, Trina bade all good night, not taking offense when the only one who noticed her departure was 
David. Left alone with the pair, he suddenly sat up from his slouch and beckoned one of the servants to him. 
After a whispered conversation, the servant hurried in the direction of the kitchen, while David chortled under 


his breath at his own brilliance. 


The crash of his fist upon the table made them both jump, Steve coming to his feet and reaching for his 


sword, lost for a moment when it wasn't there. 

"David! What the fuck is wrong with you? You nearly stopped both our hearts!" 

David grinned at him. "I was just going to bid you both a good night and wanted to be sure you heard me." 
Steve frowned. "Why wouldn't we have heard you?" 

David stood, stretching and using the move to throw an arm around Steve's shoulders. 

"Well, mayhap because neither one of you even noticed Trina leaving." 


Claire looked quickly beside her, noticing that Trina was no longer there, that in face her place at the table had 


been cleaned, 


"When did she go? | didn't even notice.." Color rushed through her cheeks as she realized she had been so lost 


in Steve that she had neither heard nor seen Trina take her leave. 
Steve elbowed David hard in the ribs. 
"Well you have our attention, so good night you jackass." 


Sitting back down, he again reached for Claire's hand, twining his fingers through hers and looking up at the 


fair man 
David laughed, walking around to lift their clasped hands, carefully placing a kiss on Claire's fingers. 


"Good night my lady, mayhap | should stay and protect you from this wolf who seems to be howling at your 


door... 

"DAVID!" Steve's growl of his name did nothing to stop the mirth escaping from the blonde. 

"Good night my lord," Claire smiled up at him. And | do not fear this wolf, | sense no harm from him." 

David laughed, again raising their clasped hands. "Aye my lady, but keep in mind, he does bite as well as bark!" 


Steve rolled his eyes, waiting for David to get finished with his banter so he could get lost again in his lady. 
The sudden smacking sound of a wet kiss on his hand made his eyebrows shoot up. 


"Damn you David!" Steve yelled at his retreating back as his friend exited the room in haste, his laughter 
trailing behind him. 


Claire couldn't help but giggle as Steve shook his head, looking back at her with a black scowl on his face. The 


more he scowled, the more she found herself laughing, until he could no longer contain himself and he flashed 


a sweet smile at her. 
"He's a menace, but | love him. And Trina. They are my family, and | don't know what | would do without them." 


Claire touched his face, her fingers feeling the slight roughness of his cheek, hearing his breath hiss through 
his teeth. 


"And they you Steve. Trina told me of how you came together." 


Steve closed his eyes, rubbing his cheek against her fingers, the light touch sending heat down through his 
body. 


"Aye, their father asked me to look out for them as best | could, and instead we looked out for each other" 


A slight throat clearing made them both look up, to see a servant sliding a platter onto the table in front of 
them. 


"My lord thought you may like some sweets my lady.” 
Claire's eyes grew round as she looked at the tray. 


Steve smiled, reaching for a piece of the sweetened fruit, lifting it to Claire's lips. Rubbing it over the swell of 
her bottom lip, his eyes held hers as she slowly opened her mouth, letting him slide the sweet inside. Closing 
her lips, she felt the rough brush of the pads, a small shiver running down her back. 


Steve groaned as her lips brushed his fingers, his eyes closing as he tried to control the rush of blood to his 
cock, feeling the uncomfortable tightness of his breeches pressing against the swollen length. The sudden touch 
of her fingers on his lips made his eyes open, glancing down he saw the slight trembling of her fingers as she 


offered him the fruit. 


Opening his mouth, he gently took her wrist and guided her fingers in, letting his tongue rub over the offered 
food before touching her skin, closing his lips and gently sucking, his eyes holding hers. Her lips parted, her 
breathing shaky as his tongue moved around her captured digits, sucking the honey from the fruit. 


"Steve," his name was breathed more than spoken, Claire's eyes half closed at the pleasure his tongue and 


sucking mouth were bringing her, her cheeks flushed from the heated blood in her veins. 


Steve pulled her fingers from his mouth, pushing his chair back and tugging her gently to her feet, bringing 

her closer to him. Placing his free hand on her hip, he guided her to stand in front of him, using his knees to 
spread her legs. Letting go of her wrist, he moved his hand to the back of her thigh, urging her forward to 

straddle his lap. 


Claire shuddered, his hands burning her skin even through her clothes, the lust in his eyes making them black, 
looking not only at her, but in her, as if he could read every thought, every desire. 


Steve slid his hands down her legs, gathering the skirt and raising it, the material bunched in his hands, running 


his tongue over suddenly dry lips as those long legs came into view. 


Claire felt a flutter of panic, her hands clenched to her sides, her eyes widening as she realized what his 
intentions were, wanting him to touch her, to make her feel what she had felt before, but frightened by the 
intensity of his eyes. 


"Look at me, love." 
Claire looked at Steve, his hands resting on the outside of her thighs, his eyes gentle even now. 


"| promised you | would not hurt you. | only want to make you feel what you felt this morning by the stream, 
but in a different way. As much pleasure as you took from that, | want to give you that times a thousand 


Claire felt a shock at his words. He saw her? Oh lord did that mean he heard her scream his name? Turning 


her head, she felt tears slide down her cheeks, ashamed of her behavior in front of him. 


“Claire, no!" Steve pulled her down onto his lap, the contact of her arse on his thighs making his cock ache, the 
tears on her face making his heart ache in a different way. "Love, there is nothing wrong or shameful in 
enjoying the feelings you had." Steve took a deep breath, bringing his hands up to cup her face, forcing her to 
look at him. "In fact, | was taking my own pleasure in watching you! You were so beautiful, | wanted nothing 


more To join you and use my fingers, my mouth, my cock to make you scream.” 
"You didn't think it wrong?" Claire's voice trembled as she looked in his eyes, searching for any sign of disgust. 


Bringing her face closer, Steve shook his head. "No my love, it was far from it. To be honest, when you are 


more comfortable with the pleasure you feel, I'd like to watch again 


With that, Steve closed his mouth over hers, his tongue running over her lips before teasing them open, 
working inside and running over her teeth before stroking her tongue with his. Claire moaned into his mouth, 


her body arching to him, pressing her into the hard cock between his legs. 

Claire felt as if she couldn't breathe, the feel of his tongue twining with hers and drawing it into his mouth, 
his hands moving behind to cup her arse and lift her against his cock, his cock pressing against her slit..for a 
moment it all became too much and she tore away from him, jumping to her feet and running towards her 
room. 


"Claire!" 


The anguish in his voice made her stop, standing with her arms crossed over her chest she waited for him, 


hearing him move behind her. 

"Claire?" 

His voice was soft as his arms wrapped around her waist, pulling her back to his chest. 
‘It's alright, if you don't want to..." 

| do want to." 

Her voice was so soft Steve wasn't sure he heard her correctly. 
"Then why?" 

She turned in his arms, burrowing into him. 

‘lm frightened" 

"Why are you frightened love?" His hands stroked her back, calming her. 
No answer, just a muffled sob. 

Steve pulled back, looking down at her. 

"Look at me love." 

Claire slowly lifted her head. 

"Why are you frightened?" 

Claire took a deep breath. 

"| don't know what to do or how to please you or." 

Steve bit his lip to keep from laughing. 

‘It's alright love, I'll teach you." 

Bending his head, he kissed her gently. 

"Now, let me make love to you." 


Claire nodded, grabbing his neck as Steve lifted her in his arms and carried her down the corridor. He stopped 


outside an unfamiliar door. 

"Are you sure love?" 

Claire nodded, her face buried in his hair, inhaling his scent. 
The low chuckle sent a shiver down her spine. 


"Then class is now in session." 
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Steve kicked the door open with his foot, holding Claire tight to his chest as he entered the room. The soft 
glow of the candles chased the shadows back, the huge bed in the middle of the chamber bathed in the 
flickering light. Walking to the side of the bed, Steve kissed her forehead gently. 


"Claire, look in my eyes and tell me you want this as much as | do. If you don't, I'll take you To your room and 
everything will remain the same. | want this to be right for you, to be what you desire. Don't do this because 
you feel it's what | want." 


Claire raised her head, looking up at the gentle face of the dark man. Freeing her hand from around his neck, 


she touched his cheek. 
"Please make love to me Steve." 


With a groan, Steve brought his mouth down to hers, placing his knee on the bed and laying her on it, following 
her down to lay beside her. His mouth never left hers, his tongue exploring her mouth slowly. 


Claire whimpered as she felt his hand slide over her ribs to cup her breast, kneading it gently before moving 
up to find her nipple, rubbing it through her dress. 


Forcing his mouth from hers Steve gasped, "Claire, wait” Lifting his body from the bed he took her hands, 
pulling her to her feet. 


"You're overdressed love." His smile was gentle as he reached for the fastenings on the back of her dress, his 
dexterous fingers making short work of the ties. Leaning toward her, he ran his lips slowly down her neck, 
licking her shoulder as he pushed the dress aside, giving her a gentle nip. Bringing his mouth to her ear, he 


flicked his tongue over the soft shell. 


"Touch me Claire. Let your hands wander where they will love, | want you to know my body as well as | plan on 
knowing yours," he whispered before taking the lobe into his mouth and nibbling. 


Claire raised her hands, feeling the trembling in them as she placed them on his chest, rubbing the soft 
material of his shirt. 


"Will you take this off for me?" 


Steve's laugh was nothing short of evil. Stepping back from her, he pulled it loose from his breeches and drew 
it over his head, tossing it behind him. 


“Anything else you'd like me to remove?" 
Claire felt a somewhat hysterical giggle escape. 
"Not yet my lord” 


Claire was frightened by the sudden change in Steve's expression. The lust in his eyes faded, replaced by 


something much darker. She shrank back, unsure of what she had done. 


Steve saw the fright in her eyes. Taking a deep breath, he kept his voice very low controlling the emotions 
surging through him. 


‘lam your lover, your friend, your protector. | wil be whatever ask of me, desire of me or need from me." 
Stepping forward he took her face in his hands. 

"I am anything you ever wish me to be." He sighed, kissing her first on one cheek, then the other before pulling 
back to look in her eyes. "But | am not your master. You do not belong to me; you do not have to follow my 
orders or commands. We are equals, neither of us of higher station than the other. You may call me by name, 
by endearment or even on occasion by some things less than ladylike." 

Steve's smile was gentle as he laid his forehead against hers. "| am not, nor will | ever be more to you than 
you are to me. | want to share my life with you, To grow old with you and one day far in the future die in 


your arms so the last thing | see when | pass from this life is your sweet face." 


Steve moved his hands to her shoulders, pushing the dress apart and letting it slide off her to puddle around 
her feet. 


"Now, where were we? Yes, | think right about here.." 

Claire gasped, grabbing his shoulders to hold her up as his mouth closed over her nipple, his fingers lightly 
twisting and stroking the other. Without thought, her fingers moved to twine in his hair, wrapping the strands 
around her hands and pulling his head closer, arching her body into his mouth. 


"Steve, oh my god, Steve...” 


Her voice broke as his teeth closed over the hard bud, pulling it and lapping it with his tongue. Claire pulled at 


his hair; the sensations almost too much for her, feeling his mouth pull away with a soft sucking sound. He 


gave her no quarter, turning his head to take the other bud into his mouth, moving his hands down to her 
hips and stroking back over the swell of her arse, cupping the cheeks in his hands and pulling her hard against 


him. 


Steve lifted his head, breathing hard and looking into her eyes, lifting her up and rubbing her body against his. 


Spreading his legs he pressed her belly against his cock, groaning low in his throat. 

"Get on the bed" His voice had roughened to a growl, his skin flushed. 

Claire scrambled onto the bed, moving back to the pillows and watching as Steve raised his hands to the waist 
of his breeches. Her eyes seemed stuck; there was no thought or ability to look away as he undid the lacings, 
the line of hair on his stomach thickening under the open leather. Steve could feel the trembling in his hands 
as he undid the last of the lacings, reaching to push the tight material down over his straining cock. 

Claire, would you be more comfortable if | put out the candles?" 

Shaking her head, her eyes stayed locked on his groin 

'| want To see you.” 

Steve growled, pushing the material over his hips and reaching in to guide it around his cock, freeing the hard 
shaft and his heavy balls before swiftly sliding the breeches down his legs and stepping out of them, tossing 
them to join his shirt. 

Claire found her breath caught in her throat, her eyes traveling slowly over his body, from the long auburn 
hair curling over his shoulders and hanging almost to his waist, the hard muscled chest with the soft coating 
of hair, down over his legs, his thighs heavily muscled and also covered in that dark hair, his calves, even his 
feet before bringing her eyes back up and focusing on his sex. 

Steve stood silently, letting her eyes travel over his body, wanting her to see every part of him. He watched 
her carefully as her eyes stopped at his groin, her lips parted slightly as she looked at his cock and balls. 
Bringing his hand up, he wrapped his fingers around the shaft, stroking slowly. 

"When | watched you today | couldn't help but touch myself" 

Claire nodded, her eyes never leaving the motions of his hand. 

Steve took a step closer. 


"You made me so hard wanting you, my cock ached to be inside you." 


Running his thumb over the tip, rolling the foreskin back to show her the wetness. 


Another step. Now almost to the bed 


"You looked so innocent, yet at the same time you make me burn for you, for your lips, your touch, the hot 


wet feeling of your cunt around me." 

A small step. Close enough to put his knee on the bed. 

Hand moving slowly, using the precum to lubricate the shaft, his hand sliding easy now. 

Claire's eyes were wide, her breathing matching his as she watched his hand move. 

"If nothing else | wanted to feel your hand wrapped around me, stroking me." 

Both knees on the bed, kneeling beside her. 

"Make me cum Claire, make me cum hard..” 

Reaching out, Steve took her hand in his and guided it to his cock. 

Claire felt the heat of him burning her skin; her fingers closed around the swollen shaft, letting him guide her 
as her hand moved along the silken skin. Steve reached behind and loosened her hair, letting the soft curtain 


fall around her face, running his fingers through the strands. 


"Easy love, you'll have me.." Steve's words cut off with a sharp grunt as Claire's free hand suddenly cupped 


his balls. 
Claire yanked her hands back; afraid she had done something to displease him. 
‘lm sorry Steve, | didn't mean to." 


Taking her hands, Steve guided them back to his body. "Nothing to be sorry for love, | just wasn't expecting 


that. Now, you must be careful, too much of a grip and you could damage me. Let me show you." 


Cupping his hand over hers, Steve squeezed her fingers, demonstrating how much pressure his balls could take 


before it became painful. 

Claire looked at him, her eyes heavy. 

"Lay back on the bed Steve, | want to touch more of you." 

Moving around on his knees, her hands still running over his cock and balls, Steve maneuvered his body to lie 


back against the pillows, spreading his legs to allow her room. Closing his eyes, trying to breathe deep and 
control his desire to cum, his eyes shot open when he felt the touch of her mouth on his nipple. 


"Oh fuck Claire!" 


Twisting his hands in the coverings, he forced himself to lie still as her tongue lapped at him, grunting as her 
teeth nipped. 


Claire felt his cock swell even more in her hand, the movements of her tongue and teeth on his nipple making 
his body writhe on the bed. Licking across his chest, the slightly coarse hair tickling her lips, she closed her 
mouth around his other nipple, sucking hard and flicking it with her tongue. Her hand continued the slow 
stroking on his shaft, the fluid leaking heavily from the tip, and over her fingers. 


Claire's mind returned to earlier, and the strange but inviting taste on her fingers. She wondered... 


Steve's eyes shot open, his body arching hard off the bed, a loud hiss of air escaping through his clenched 
teeth as he felt her tongue lick lightly over the head. 


"Oh fuck baby, don't stop." Steve's voice was hoarse, his hand moving down to stroke her hair. "Please don't 
stop!" 


Claire looked up at him, his head pushed back against the pillows, feeling his hips thrust against her hand. 
Dropping back down, she ran her tongue over the slick head of his cock, hearing his loud groan followed by 
harsh pants as he tried to retain control. Wrapping her fingers around the base of his shaft she pursed her 
lips and kissed the tip, pulling back as his hips thrust again, pushing the head of his cock into her mouth. He 
pushed her head gently, pressing her mouth back down, lifting his hips and slipping the head back inside. 


Steve twisted his head from side to side, fighting the urge to slam his hips up and drive his cock down her 
throat. For someone who had never done this before, she was showing herself to be a naturall 


Claire felt his cock slide deeper into her mouth. Instinct told her to tighten her lips and suck, drawing another 
deep groan. Recalling how good it had felt when he sucked her fingers, she tried to mimic his actions. 


Steve couldn't believe she was actually sucking him, her mouth now moving up and down on the shaft, her 
tongue wrapping around the head. She gagged as he pushed, touching the head to the back of her throat, but 


instead of pulling off she swallowed around him, allowing the head to slide deeper. 

Steve knew he wouldn't last long at this rate, but he didn't want to cum in her mouth, not when she had no 
idea what she'd be dealing with. With great reluctance he pushed himself up on an elbow, winding her hair 
around his other hand and gently tugging. 


"God love, stop, you have to stop." 


Claire pulled her mouth off slowly, looking up at him, her lips swollen and red, her eyes heavy. Rising up on her 
knees, her confusion was evident. 


"Did | do something wrong?" 
Steve sat, up, pulling her head toward him and kissing her softly. 


"No love, it was right, very right, bloody great in fact. But I'm close to cumming and | don't want to make this 


uncomfortable for you, so | didn't want you to suddenly have a mouthful of my seed" 
Steve stroked her cheek 

"Lay back love, lay back and show me. Show me how you touched yourself" 

Claire blushed, lying back on the bed and watching as Steve got on his knees. 

"Spread your legs. 


As Claire opened her legs he moved forward, kneeling between His fingers gently stroked the inside of her 
thigh, sending shivers down her spine, all ending in a heavy ache between her legs. 


Steve caught her hand, bringing it down to run over the soft hair, using his fingers to part her lips, then 
guiding her hand to the hard bud. His fingers moved with hers, rubbing the swollen nub, sliding easily in her 
wet slit. 


Claire moaned, having him watching, touching, made the feelings so much more intense, she wasn't even aware 
when he drew his hand back, moving closer to her. He lifted her legs and draped them over his thighs, his 
fingers dipping back into her, searching for the tight opening. His hand stroked his cock slowly, gently easing the 
tip of his finger into her hole, feeling her muscles contract around it. 

"Shh, love, relax." 

Rising up on his knees, Steve pressed the tip of his cock to her fingers, dragging the head over her clit, hissing 
as her body thrust up, her mouth opening in a soundless cry. Using the tip, he stroked her, her fingers 


rubbing over both of them as her hips rocked, his finger moving deeper inside her. 


Claire pushed harder up at him, her body instinctively searching for more contact, her breath coming in 


panting moans. 
"Steve, please, please..." 


Claire didn't know what she was begging for, but she knew her body was on fire. Pushing her hips up, she 
whimpered as his finger slid deeper, stretching her open for the first time. 


Steve ground his teeth, he needed inside her now, before he spilled his seed on the bed. Pulling back, he leaned 


over her, catching her mouth with his. 


"Claire," he spoke against her lips, his breath hot in her mouth, "I'm sorry love, there's nothing | can do to not 


hurt you now, but | promise the pain will be brief... 


As he spoke, Steve slid the tip of his cock down her slit, sliding his finger out and pressing the head to her 
hole. 


Kissing her deeply, he drove his hips forward, breaking her maiden in one deep thrust and holding himself still 
inside her. 


Claire screamed into his mouth, her body twisting under his as the pain ripped through her, tears running 
down the sides of her face. Pushing at his chest with her hands, the muscles in the wall of her cunt 
contracted around him, trying to push him out of her, to take away the pain. 


Steve moved his mouth to her neck, licking and sucking gently, whispering soothing words and sounds, letting 
her body get used to the feel of him inside her, running his tongue up over her cheek and tasting the tears. 


‘Love, l'm sorry, it will be better in a moment. Just try to relax." 


Lifting his hips, he pulled part of his shaft out of her, easing forward and letting it slide back in, slow shallow 
thrusts to open her wider, the combination of her juices and the blood making it easy for his cock to stroke 


her. 


Claire wasn't sure of the exact moment the pain stopped, all she was sure of was the moment the pleasure 
began. Her hips rose to meet his thrusts, feeling the hair on his groin rubbing against her, her legs wrapping 


around him, panting with him as his cock moved faster. 

Steve lifted himself up onto his hands to look down at his lover's flushed face. Growling, dipping his head to lick 
her skin, the sweet saltiness of her sweat making him harder, making his thrusts faster. Feeling her squeezing 
his cock inside her, he began to vary his pace, thrusting hard and deep, then slowing to pull his cock almost 
completely out of her before rotating his hips as he shoved it back in 

"Oh god love soon, so tight, | can't hold back much longer... 


Claire's hands reached blindly, tangling in the long auburn locks hanging down, her soft whimpers growing louder 
as the feeling inside her wound tighter and tighter. 


"Open your eyes Claire, look at me. | want to see your eyes when you cum, when | cum inside you." 
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Claire somehow forced her eyes open, locking them with Steve's, the black pools of lust pulling her in, the hard 


strong thrusts of his cock touching places inside her she never knew she had. 


Suddenly it felt like her body snapped, the heavy ache between her legs contracting into the most pleasure she 
had ever felt, would ever feel and couldn't wait to feel again. Keening, her hips slammed up into Steve's, 
grinding her body hard against him as she came. 

Steve threw his head back, roaring as he felt her body arch into his, the already tight walls of her cunt 
squeezing his cock, driving him over the edge. Grabbing a handful of her hair, his other arm lifting her off the 
bed to hold her against him, he felt his balls tighten as his cock swelled inside her, pumping jet after jet of his 
seed into her cunt. 

Claire felt his weight as he dropped to lie on her, his breathing as ragged as her own, the sweat slick flesh of 
his body rubbing against her. Raising her hand, she stroked his hair as he nuzzled her neck before rolling 
slowly off her. 

"Bloody hell love..." 

Steve turned his head, looking at her with a soft smile on his face. 


The sudden chill of the air on her overheated skin caused Claire to shiver, already missing the warmth of his 


body. 

"Love? What is it?" 

Steve rolled onto his side, looking down at her and stroking her face with a delicate, caressing touch. 

"lm cold" 

Steve laughed, sitting up and pulling the covers down. 

"Well hop in woman, I'll see what | can do to warm you up!" 

Claire giggled, then winced as she felt the pull of muscles barely used. Crawling under the blankets, feeling 
Steve slip in beside her, Claire wondered how she'd be able to move the next day if they were this sore 


already. 


Steve laughed, pulling her down to lay her head on his chest, tucking them in and bringing his fingers under her 
chin to tip her face up to his. 


He kissed her softly, then pulled back to give a rather roguish grin 
"Aye love, and you thought sitting a horse was bad" 


Claire laughed, snuggling down against him, closing her eyes and beginning to drift off, feeling safe and warm in 


his arms. 


"Steve, please don't let me forget to tell Trina tomorrow that | have an answer for her." 

Steve cocked an eyebrow, looking at the soft form of his woman curled contentedly against him. 
"An answer? And what was the question? 

Almost asleep, her voice very soft, Claire mumbled, "Yes | do love him." 

Steve grinned, pulling the covers tighter around her. 


"Aye, and he loves you too." 


THE END 


